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Sunday,  July  11  - 

A.  M. 

Coming  into  the  Bay  of  Naples  was  the  most  glorious  sight.  First 
we  passed  the  island  of  Ischia,  later  on  we  saw  Capri  off  at  our  right  then 
Italy  half  appeared  and  from  then  on  we  were  all  wild  with  excitement.  It  was 
hazy  but  the  blue  of  the  bay  and  the  wonderful  green  of  the  water  along  the  shore 
made  me  feel  all  confidence  in  the  words  of  praise  I  have  heard  of  Italian  waters 
and  their  beauty. 

Vesuvius  loomed  up  in  the  background,  looking  powerful  and  suggestive. 

I  cannot  write  about  it  for  the  whole  view  was  so  wonderful  -  Castello 
S.  Elmo  way  up  on  the  hill,  the  terra  cotta  tiling,  the  umbrella  shaped  trees, 
the  old  fortifications.  Everything  was  such  a  joy.  It  took  us  from  1:45  to  about 
3:15  to  really  land.  When  we  were  going  into  the  harbor  we  saw  two  American 
battle  ships  anchored  there.  They  dipped  their  flags  and  the  stars  and  stripes 
did  look  mighty  good  after  being  away  from  the  good  old  U.S.A.  and  sailing  under 
an  English  Jack  for  two  whole  weeks.  Then  farther  in  we  saw  a  French  Man-of-War 
and  an  American  private  yacht. 

While  yet  quite  a  way  from  shore  Italians  rowed  out  to  the  Cretic,  pulled 
off  their  clothes  and  showed  us  plainly  that  they  wanted  to  dive  for  money  that 
the  passengers  would  throw  into  the  wonderfully  clear  green  water.  It  was  great 
fun  throwing  a  coin  in  and  simultaneously  four  or  five  boys  would  go  down  head 
first  all  reaching  for  the  self  same  coin  -  when  they  would  come  up,  they  would 
hold  up  the  coin, bow,  and  then  after  depositing  the  coin  in  his  mouth  would 
signify  that  he  was  ready  for  dive  number  two.  We  were  eventually  towed  in  by 
a  tug  (  it  is  only  within  two  or  three  years  that  ocean  liners  could  get  any  wheres 
near  the  Napoli  pier).  Oh,  the  joy  of  feeling  ones  self  so  near  the  object  of  his 
dreams . 


People  began  to  gather  on  shore  -  officials  came  aboard  and  then  a  big 
touring  car  appeared  and  down  the  gang  plank  the  Roosevelt  party  were  escorted, 
into  the  auto  and  away  while  men  bowed  and  snapped  their  pictures.  In  the 
absence  of  the  R-  family  attention  was  again  turned  to  the  Cretic.  How  the 
baggage  did  fly  down  those  two  gangplanks  (  one  for  trunks  and  one  for  suit 
cases  and  other  hand  baggage  )  !  They  actually  did  a  regular  highland  fling 
between  the  Cretic  and  the  custom  house.  After  a  long  long  wait  we  were  allowed 
to  go  ashore.  I  hate  to  leave  the  good  ship  Cretic  and  her  nice  Captain  Kelk  - 
we  were  just  about  the  very  last  to  go  ashore.  Then  our  next  interest  was 
the  wonder  of  the  custom  house.  Due  to  Mr.  Chipman's  cleverness  none  of  our 
baggage  was  opened  but  oh  the  frightful  agony  some  people  had  to  go  through. 


